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PREFACE. 


F order to the right performance 
of a duty, three things must be 
known. 

I. Thai the thing pr opounded i is a duty. 
II. How it ought to be performed. 
III. The end and usefulness thereof. 


I shall speak a few words to each of 
these: And because some persons are 
doubtful, whether singing of Psalms, 
Hymns, and Spiritual Songs, especially 
in the public congregation, be ane 
I shall endeavour to prove, 

I. That singing of Psalms and Hymns 
is the duty of believers under the New 
Testament. Singing is a certain framing 
and tuning of the voice, distinct from 
all other modes of framing or ordering 
ol it, as appears by Exod. xxxii. 18. 11 
is not the voice of them that shout for 
 mastery, neither is it the voice of them 
that cry for being overcome; but the 
noise of them that sing do J hear. 
Now that singing the praises of God, 
and our Redeemer, is the duty of the 
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ok of God, f is Evident from hence; 

cause we find it practised, and to be 
practised in alFtimes and ages of the 
Church; therefore there is no time 
wherein the Church | may neglect this 
duty. ; ; . 3 * 
it. It was Practised befbre the haw: 
Exod. xv. 1. Nen sang Moses and the 
Children Teruel, this Song unto _ 
Lord, & Cc. AE LITE 

2dly, It was practieed by the Church i 
unite the law. For in the days of Da- 
vid and Azaph of old, there were chief 
of the singers, and songs of praise und 
thunkegwing unto God. Nehem. x11. 46. 
_ 8dly. Our Saviour himself sung an 
hymn, with his disciples, at his last sup- 
per before his crucifixion. Mat. xxvi. 
30. And when they had sung an hymn, 
1 went out into the Mount of Olives. 

Athly. We find the Apostle enjoins 
this as an ordinance to the Churches in 


| the firs age of the gospel. Eph, v. 19. 


Speaking to wourselves in Palms and 
H. mn, and * ng Singing and 
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Lord. So Col. iii. 16. Teaching and 
admonishing one another in Psalms and 
Hymns, and spiritual Songs. By this it 


appears, that singing is a teaching or- 


dinance, and therefore to be esteemed. 


5thly. Under the Church's trouble 


and persecution in New Testament 


days, The four beasts, and the four and 


twenty elders (which represent the 
whole body of ministers and private 
Christians) ug anetwsong, saying, Thou 
art worthy to take the book, & c. They 
are said to sing a new song, because 


they sung with more of the spirit 
of the Gospel, than Old Testament 


saints did; . they sung from a fore- 


sight of their deliverance and future 
glory; for a part of their song is, Me 


shall. reign on the earth, Rev. v. 9, 10. 


They did not reign then, but sung in 
the belief of it, and so should we. 
Sthly. In the time of Christ's glori- 
ous kingdom, the saints Shall L ang his 
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making melody in your heart to the 


WE 9, 4 
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people of God, is evident from hence ; 
because we find it practised, and to be 
practised in all times and ages of the 
Church; therefore there is no time 
wherein the Church may neglect this 
duty. 
Iſt. It was practised before the law. 
Exod, xv. I. Then sang Moses and the 
Children of Tsrael, this song unto the 
Zora, bee 
2dly, It was practised by the church 
under the law. For in the days of Da- 
vid and Asaph of old, there were chief 
of the singers, and songs of praise and 
thanksgiving unto God. Nehem. Xii. 46. 
3dly. Our Saviour himself sung an 

hymn, with his disciples, at bis last sup- 
per before his crucifixion. Mat. xxvi. 
30. And when they had sung an hymn, 
they went out into the Mount of Olives. 
4thly. We find the Apostle enjoins 
this as an ordinance to the Churches in 
the first age of the gospel. Eph. v. 19. 
Speaking to yourselves in Psalms and 
Hymns, andspiritual Songs, singing and 
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making melody in your heart to the 
Lord. So Col. iii. 16. Teaching and 
admonishing one another in Psalms and 
Hymns, and spiritual Songs. By this it 
appears, that singing 1s a "teaching or- 
dinance, and therefore to be esteemed. 

5thly. Under the Church's trouble 
and persecution in New Testament 
days, The four beasts, and the four and 
_ twenty elders (which represent the 
whole body of ministers and private 
Christians)sung anewsong, dying, Thou 
art worthy to take the book, &. They 
are said to sing a new song, because 
they sung with more of the spirit 
of the Gospel, than Old Testament 
saints did; and they sung from a fore- 
sight of their deliverance and future 
glory; for a part of their song is, We 
Shall. reign on the earth, Rev. v. 9, 10. 
They did not reign then, but sung in 
the belief of it, and so should we. 

6thly. In the time of Christ's glori- 
ous kingdom, the saints shall sing his 
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Praises, Ts. xxvi. 1. In that day shall 
this song be sung in the land of Judah. 
We have a strong city, salvation will 
God appoint for walls and bulwarks. 
The saints shall sing in their resurrec- 
tion from the dead. Ver. 19. Awake, 
and sing, ye that dwell in dust. Tongues 
shall cease (they shall have but one 


language) but the tongue shall never 
cease. I shall shew, 


II. Hoto this dulyought tobeperformed. = 


Ist. We should sing in faith, believ- 
ing in the righteousness of that Re- 
deemer whose praises we sing; the 
bloodof Jesus Christ, warmly applied to 
our own souls, is an excellent means to 
draw forth songs from our lips, Psal. 
Ixx1. 23. My lips shall greatly rejoice 
when Tsingunto thee, and mys0ul which 
thou hast redeemed.” *Tis sweet singing, 
to sing in the views of redemption- love. 
2dly. We should sing with an holy 
composedness and cheerfulnes of 
mind. A singing heart, with a sing- 
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ing tongue, makes good music; the 
aftection must be suitable to the ex- 
pression. Is any merry? let him sing 
Psalms. Jam. v. 13. 

3dly. We must sing with a spiritual 
understanding of those praises which 
we sing, and of the excellency of him 
who is the subject of our rejoicing ; 
and in such a manner as those we sing 
with may be edified, 1 Cor. xiv. 15. 
T will sing with the spirit, and I will 
Sing with the understanding also. 


III. The end of our singing Should be, 


Ist. To glorify God, in obeying his 
command, and paying that tribute of 


praise, which, as creatures and new 


creatures, we owe to him, Psal. cxXXxXx1Xx. 
14. I will praise thee, for I am fear- 
fully and wonderfully made. 

24dly. Another end of our singing 
should be, to teach and inform others; 


our spiritual songs should be songs of 


Maschil, songs giving instruction; we 


should teach and admonish one ano- 
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ther by the performance of this duty 


And this is not only a teaching ordi- 
nance, but it may be a converting or- 
dinance, as the Apostle intimates, 
1 Cor, xiv. 24. 26. For every one of you 
hath a Psalm, hath a doctrine, &c. and 
by the exercise of these gifts in the 


church, one that believed not was 


convinced of all, he was judged of all; 


that is, the word of God in the mini- 


stry of it by these persons, and their 
different gifts, found out his sins, and 
convinced him of them; and so falling 


down on his face, he worshipped God. 


Lastly, Another end of singing is, 
to lift up our on spirits, to cheer and 
enlarge our minds, for the better per- 


forming other duties: sometimes a be- 


liever shall meet with such a raising 5 


gale of the spirit in this ordinance as 
he seldom meets with in any other; 80 
that he can say with David, Return 
unto thy rest, O mij soul; for the Lord 


hath dealt my with thee, Psalm 
cxvi. 7. 
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TIE MELODY OF SION. 


HYMN 1. 


On the Covenant of Redemption between 
the Father and the Son. 


THE Father to the Son did ſay, 
How ſhall my grace be known ? 
The anſwer was, By ſaving thoſe, 
Who have themſelves undone. 


But how, my Son? But how, my Son ? - 
Methinks Fehovah ſaid; 
Then Jeſus ſaid, Lord, I will come, 

And ſo his mind was ſtay'd. 
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Let's enter into covenant, 
A compact we will make; 
All thy demands I will fulfil: 
Thus did our %s ſpake. 


Say / ſo, my Son; my heart is won, 
lat wilt thou have of me? 
A body, office, and wiſdom, 


Whereby I may ſerve thee. 


Iis ready for thee, my dear Son! 
And wilt thou any more © 

Yes, Father, let thy kingdom come ; 
Aſſiſt me by thy power. 


Come up my Son, tell me thy mind; 
For ſure here is not all: 

Then Father, let my ſeed incline 
To hearken to thy call. 


And let my works acceptance find, 
And juſtify thou me ; 

And, fiber, for to eaſe my mind, 
Let me believe on thee : 


All this I will, and what remain, 
Yea, 1 will quicken thee; 
And raiſe thee from the grave again. 

With power, and majeſty. 
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HYMN II. 
At the Lord's Suffer. 


UR Lord, on high, doth caſt his eye 
On us his children dear ; 
Then let us to the throne draw nigh, 
And worſhip him in fear. 


The burning mount doth not appear, 
Old Sinai's found is gone; 
On Sion's hill, we have our fill 
Of grace, by Chri/? alone. 


Our graces may ſometimes decay, 

Thoſe jewels will grow dim; 

But the great pearl its beams diſplays, 
And we are bright in him. 


In darkneſs we ſhall ſometimes be, 

From want and woe within; | 
But Chri/t our king doth make us ling, _ 
As freed from death and lin. 


The tempeſts beat, the floods do flow, 
Yet we 1n ſafety dwell; 
Becauſe there is an ark dolce, 
When bears us up ſo well. 
B 2 
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The buſh doth burn, and yet it ſtands, 
Which makes us turn to ſee; 

But 'tis, becauſe the angel's hands 
Preſerve it conſtantly. 


The wilderneſs gives us no leſs 
Than manna night and day; 

Our table's due is bread moſt true, 
Our water life alway. 


And Jeſus, he will ready be, 
To grant our ſouls defire ; 

Since goſpel-light doth ſhine ſo bright, 
Let us have altar-fire. 


HYMN III. 
0 the Glory of Heaven. 


THERE 3 is a glorious place above. 
Which Scriptures HEAVEN call, 
The place of ſaints perfect in love, 
From whence they never fall. 


There is no dearth, nor famine there, 
There joy is all fulneſs; 3 


They live, and ſpend, world without end, 


And 0 have ne'er r the . 
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Sickneſs and pain cannot remain 
In any dweller there; 

For there 1s balm, and waters calm, 
And living fountains clear. 


The bleſſed Lamb may here be ſeen, 
Whoſe wounds did make a cure; 
Whoſe face now ſhines with light divine, 

His preſence is moſt pure. 


There David, Paul, and Peter ſi Ing, 


And ſinging never ceaſe; 


| There Laz'rus fits with Chri it his king, | 


And Stephen dwells in peace. 


There Saul and Barnabas agree, 
And Lot no inceſt knows; 

There Jacob from deceit is free, 
And 7ob no curſes ſows. 


There Simon will his maſter own, 
Whom he deny'd before; 

There grace and glory dwell alone, 
And ſo no ſaint is poor. 


There Magdalen ſhall ſin no more, 

For there no devils be; 

Let us lift up our heads therefore, 
Unto eternity. 
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HYMN IV. 


On the Conditionality of the Covenant, which 
the nation of the Jews were under, upon 
that miſtaken Text, Matt. xxiit. 37. Being 


an Anſwer to the Arminian Cavils. 


ERUSALEM, Feruſalem, 

I That didſt the prophets kill, 

I quickly could have gathered thee, 
Had I put forth my will. 


My woulding is a juftice-ae, 

My wing is of grace; 
And when I will, IL want no ſkill, 
Io put all things in place. 


My woulding ſpeaks the ſenſe of law, 
My i/1ing is my mind; 

The one may keep a ſoul in thee, 
The other cures the blind. 


You oft are told the cov' 'nant old, 
Was fit for innocents; 

But fallen man, nor will, nor can, 
Pay this pure law its rents. 
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Vet ill it ſpeaks with ſuch command, 


As if man's ſoul were right; 
It loſt no tongue when you loſt hand, 
No eye, though you loſt ſight. 


Vet all my will I compaſs ſtill, 


Although my will be broke; 
The vileſt rout ſhall bring Vent 
My will for my own ſtroke. 


Sometimes my will in vengeance ſmites, 
And that muſt fin ſuppoſe; 

Sometimes I make the blackeſt white, 
And that muſt grace diſcloſe. 


Sometimes I make the ſinner cry, 
A law muſt then be known ; 

1 turn again, and wipe his eye, 
And ſo my grace is ſhown. 
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HYMN V. 


On the Condition of a Believer in this W, orld, 
as it was typified by the Iſraelites in the 


Wilderneſs. 


\ V HEN Iirael fi from Egypt came, 
They ſang a ſong of praiſe; 


But in their way to Canaan, they 
Did meet with ſtormy days. 


Their going thro' the wilderneſs 

Did typify our way, 
Who ſometimes have a ſhining night, 
But cloud and ſmoke by day. 


One day our ſouls are hunger-bit, 
And we begin to pine; 
Another day our God diſplays 
His light, and makes us ſhine. 


Sometimes the water bitter grows, 
And bitterly we cry; 

But after that the manna flows, 

Or elſe our hopes would die. 


Our feet do tread in thorny ways, 
Which do our garments tear; 
But our beſt robe to length of days, 

Doth laſt, and never wear. 
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Of the good land, reports we hear, 
Which ſometimes make us glad; 

Sometimes we fear we ſha'nt come there, 
And then our ſouls are ſad. 


Unfaithful ſpies will tell us lies, 
And they to us will ſay, 

You'll ne'er effect your enterprize, 
Giants are in the way. 


Our unbelief will turn a thief, 
And force us back to run; 

It is in vain, ſaith it, to ſtrain, 
For you at laſt muſt burn. 


But over Jordan we ſhall go, 
Our Fofua will come; 

And dry the ſtreams with his own beams, 
That we may land at home. 


HYMN VI. 


On the Goſpels Entrance into a dark Corner of 
the Earth, 


HAT means the angry frowns of 
men? 
| What noiſe is this we hear? 
The Goſpel cuts the root of ſin, 
And that they cannot bear. 
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The idols of the world muſt fall, 

And in the duſt ſhall lie, 
When Jeſus Chrif, the Great High- Prieſt, 
Appears in majeſty. 


If goſpel-· grace comes to a place, 
Hell's gates will open fly; 

The angels black will give a crack 
Like thunder preſently. 


If devils they be diſpoſſeſs'd, 
And ſouls from them ſet free; 


When they grow poor they rage the more, 


As we by Scripture ſee. 


But Feſus i is a lion ſtrong, 
To bring thoſe lions down; _ 
Though they appear, we will not fear, 
We ſtand on Sion's ground. 


Diana's trade an hoſt hath made, 
Of merchants ſtout and ſtron 

Grace is diſplayed, and their af my 
Their ſhrines will not hold long. 


Redemption- love ſounds from above, 
And covenant of bliſs; 
The Phariſee cannot approve 
Of ſuch a voice as this. 


THE MELODY OF SION. 11 


The goſpel-ſun ſhall riſe to them, 
That fat in darkneſs deep: 

And as for thoſe who do oppoſe, 
They ſhall be made to weep. 


HYMN VII. 
On the Paſſion of Chriſt. 


WHY art thou red with garments 
ſtan d? 


Doſt thou from Edom come ? 
And why art thou with trouble pain'd, 
For ſtanding in our room? 


O! Juſtice did this thing require, 
That J its wrath ſhould bear; ; 
I was content for to conſent, 


Mine ear did quickly hear. 


trod the wine-preſs, I alone, 
No man was with me there; 

The angels durſt not take that room, 
One fin they cannot bear. 


My arm at length put forth its ſtrength, 

A bloody crew to fave; 

My bleeding wounds did make them ſound, 
And I thoſe ſouls will have. | 
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Zehovah ſaid, I ſhould not faint, q 
I am Fehovahk too; | 
The ſinner I can make a faint, Ss 
Which no man elſe can do. 


Then glory, glory, we will ſing S BT 
To the eternal Son; | 
To God's, to ſaint's, to ſinner's King, V 
For he our work hath done. 
. HYMN VIII. 
On the Impoſſibility of a Believer's going 10 
r i 
S Chrift a king? Then let us ſing, 
For ſure it ſhall go well 5 
With thoſe whom he to God doth bring; 
They cannot go to hell. 


Tho' to the doors thereof they come, 

Vet grace will keep them well; 

Tho' doubts and fears bring them to tears, 
They ſhall not go to hell. 


Tho' filthy fin ſtill lurks within, 

And does their members ſwell; 
Their Chr did pay upon a day, Ca 
Io ranſom them from hell. bt 1 
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Tho' in this world they're tofs'd and hurl'd, 


And they with pinchings dwell ; 
At laſt they come to Canaan home, 
In ſpight of men, and hell. 


And if, ſometimes, by open crimes, 
T hey have from duty fell ; 

When they were poor, Chrif did reſtore, 
They could not fall to hell. 


When ſaints are low their graces grow, 


They can't their pardon fell ; 
The tempter may cauſe them to ſtray, 
But can't draw them to hell. 


HYMN IX. 


At a Funeral. 


LEST are the dead, that liv'd before, 


The time, when they did die; 
Becauſe that they ſhall die no more 
But live with Chri/ on high. 


They that in Chrift are choſen to 
A life that ever laſts; 
Can never miſs of laſting bliſs, 


Tho' blown with many blaſts. - 
1 0 
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Tho' death a king of terrors be, 
To the unpardon'd one; 
"Tis ſweet to ſuch as reſted much 

On Curiſt, the living ſtone. 


Vet at firſt ſight, it may affright 
The ſoul, where grace doth dwell ; 

If Chrift doth hide, none can abide 
To hear what it will tell. 


But when his face doth ſhine with grace, 
Death is a beauty too; 
Tis wiſh'd for then, by holy men, 
With all that it can do. 


Death was unſtung, when Fe/us hung 
Upon the ſhameful croſs ; 


"Tis gain to thoſe who with him cloſe, 
For he did bear the loſs. 


The ſaints ſhall riſe with ene eyes, 
Their tears all wip'd away; 

Dejected night ſhall turn to light, 
And darkneſs into day. 


They fin no more to make them fore, 
Nor fight to make them groan ; 


But fit, and ſing with Chr their king. 
And ling to him alone. 
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HYMN X. 


On the Intercourſes of Divine Love between 


Chrift and his Spouſe. 


HE brought me to the houſe of wine, 
And there I ſaw his face; 


With joy I ſat beneath his vine, 
And taſted of his grace. 


What dainty fare have dwellers there! 
They fit and view the King ; 
If ſtrangers come, they have no room, 

Nor privilege to ling. 


My love did in my bofom lye, 
Sweet Jeſus I do mean; 


Tis he that lifts my head on high, 
When on his arm J lean. 


He came into my garden green, 
To make the ſpices ſmell; 
The lily-grace flows from his face, 

When he therein doth dwell. 


My love did fay, Turn thou away, 
For I am overcome ; 
Virgins and queens mine eyes have ſeen, 
But like to thee there's none. 
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The daughters of Jeruſalem, 
Did ſpeak to me in ſcorn; 

But my dear Lord, of his accord, 
3 I am like the morn. 


What are my blots, my beauty-ſpots ! 
That thou to me doſt ſay ; 

O Shulamite, thou art my lot, 
Return, and come away. 


Indeed the grace ſet in my face, 
Like moon: light doth appear; 
But in God's Son, who hath me won, 
My countenance is clear. 


HYMN XI. 


On a Believer's Ground of Rejoicing.. 


O Sing ye ſaints, for ye muſt ſing 
To all eternity; 


When time is gone, and all is done, 14 
Your Chr will fill your eye. 


Tiis but a while, and you ſhall dwell 
Where ſorrow never ſat ; 
And in that light that ſhines ſo bright, 
Whoſe rays now make you fat. 
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When ſaints put off their naſty rags 
Of fin and filthineſs; 

They ſhall put on ſalvation, 

In all its comely dreſs. 


But here old Adam will abide, 
This twilight fits his eye ; 

And ſometimes he pretends to guide, 
And we too oft comply. 


But this we have our ſouls to ſave, 
Sweet Jeſus he was ſlain; 

And when he dy'd, he crucify 'd 
Qur luſts by his great pain. 


They dy'd in him, when he was hung 
Upon the curſed tree ; 

But ſtill the ſprouts are putting out, 
That we the curſe may ſee. 


Let juſtice ſearch Redeemer's wounds, 
There is no ſtump of ſin; 

This language it muſt needs rebound, 
Thou art all fair within. 
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HYMN XII. 
On Chrift's finiſhing the Work for. our Sal- 


vation. 


THE work is done, God's bleſſed Son, 
For us was crucify'd; 


He roſe again to conquer ſin, 
In thoſe for whom he dy'd. 


The work is done, the crown is won, 
And ſigns of victory, 
Do now hang out our tents about, 


Becauſe our Lord did die. 


The work is done in heav'n on high. 
The angels fing moſt clear ; 

And ſpirits of the juſt men cry, 

Our Jeſus he 1s here. 


The work is done on earth below, 
The holy Lamb is ſlain; 

The fire is out that burnt about 
Sweet Jeſus in his pain. 


The work is done in conſcience too, 
Wben once this grace lets fly 

A loving dart into the heart; 
O then the ſoul comes nigh 
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The work is done before the ſaints, 
When grace in ſouls appear; 
And when they ſay, where is the way 
To Sion, we'll dwell there. 


If all be done, and done for thee, 

O ſoul then take thine eaſe; 

Thou haſt a ſtore that can't wax poor, 
Thou may'ſt lye down in peace. 


AXN XIII 
On the Man that went down from Jeruſalem 
to Fericho, Luke x. 30. 


HEN man was in his innocence, 
How happy then was he; 
But Satan quickly took offence 
At his felicity. 


He tempted him from Salem bright, 
Io go to Jericho, 
And turn'd his ſunſhine into night, 

And ſweetneſs into woe. 


When angels fell from God to hell, 

They ſuddenly grew poor; 

And then the chief became a thief, - 
And broke ope' Adam's door. 
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And not content, they further went 
And ſtabb'd his ſoul moſt ſore ; 

Their curſed ſword was dy'd with blood, 
And man was left in gore. 


The prieſt came by, and ſaw him lye 
In this moſt dreadful plight ; 

But bullock's blood would do no good, 
To bring him to his fight. 


The Levite brought the law to him, 
But he no law could love, | 
Unleſs it were the law of fin : 

For God's did him reprove. 


At laſt a good Samaritan, 
Prevented his defire; 
And made his way upon a day, 
To pluck him out of mire. 


He ſoak'd his face with oil of grace, 

And waſh'd his ſoul ſo clean; 
That not one ſpot of his old blot, 
By juſtice could be ſeen. 


When this was done, his foul was won, 
| But ſtill he muſt be fed; 

And at his coſt he charg'd the hoſt, 
To feed him with his bread. 
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And ſo our Lord doth grace afford, 
His church to edify; 
Both ſick and well, he'll with her dwell, 
Till ſhe mounts up on high. 
HYMN XIV. 
On the Wiſdom of God in afyointing Sin for 
the Manifeſtation of his Grace. 
RR up my ſoul, there is no harm, 
* Tho' ſin and ſorrow join; 


For Jeſus he hath kill'd the charm, 
Let faith and love combine. 


The Lord thy God is abſolute, 
He wills, and nills the ſame ; 
His precepts try, and purpoſe tie, 

For his moſt holy name. 


But what his promiſe conſtitutes, 
Shall ſtand for evermore ; | 

Becauſe it with his purpoſe ſuits, 
Let us rejoice therefore. 


O myſtery! my ſoul doth cry, 
Who ſhall untie this knot ? 

Did thy decree make ſin to be, 
That thou might'ſt heal that ſpot? 
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O ſoul, hadſt thou in innocence 
For evermore remain'd, 

1 My grace in purging thy offence, 

No glory could have gain'd. 


I was concern'd to let thee fall, 
That I might ſhew my love 

To thee in blood, while Adam ſtood 
I could thee not reprove. 


Yet, Lord, my ſin ſhall make me bluſh, 


For that's as black as hell; 
Thy wiſe decree did never free 
My guilt from ſtinking ſmell, 


Twas I, not fin, was putrify'd, 
Not fin, but I was lov'd ; 

My holy will, with all its kill, 

A palin it mall be mov'd. 


__ HYMN XV. 
On Chriſt's being the M. ay to Life. 
(CHRIS T is a way, wherein we may 
Unto Jehovah come; 


With boldneſs we his face may « os. | 
Chrift's blood hath made us room, 
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Chriſt is a way which lies above 
The reach of nature's eye ; 

A way which God hath pav'd with love, 
More ſplendid than the ſky. 


This way is ancient, near, and free, 
There love, and honour dwell; 

'Tis pleaſant, pure, and doth ſecure 
The ſoul from wrath and hell. 


Here's pardon, holineſs, and peace, 
Here ſweet communion lies ; 
With knowledge of moſt ſecret things, 

To make poor ſinners wiſe. 


Chrift is the way to glory too, 
Without him there 1s none; 
'Tis not in what the ſaints can do, 

But in God's own dear Son. 


Then let us all falſe ways forſake, 

Nor chooſe to walk herein; 

Sweet Jeſus ſhew us our miſtake, 
And purge us from our ſin. 
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HYMN XVI. 
On the great Myſtery of Chrift's Incarnation. 


BEHOLD i in Chrif a wonder great! 

Yea, there all wonders he; 

Let us go forth, and view his ſeat, 
'Tis veil'd with myſtery. 


If we unto the ſcriptures go, 
Two Adams we ſhall find; 

By God's decree, theſe two we fee, 
Were heads of all mankind. 


The laſt the firſt did ſurely live, 
The laſt the firſt did make; 

The laſt unto the firſt did give, 

That of him he might take. 


He made the womb in which he lay, 
And ſhe that did him bear, 
Deriv'd from him both life and limb, 
And grew up by his care. 


No man, as man, he father owns, 
As God, no mother knew ; N 

The like to him was never ſhown, 

Let he was man moſt true. 


THE MELODY OF SsIoNV. 25 


He made the waters for to flow, 
And caus'd the corn to ſwell ; 
Yet he himſelf did hungry grow, 

And came to Jacob's well. 


The world was built up by his ſkill, 


Yet he no houſe could have; A 
Wherein to talk, to fit, or walk, 
Nor land, to make his grave. 
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Then let us all this man adore, 
Whom God doth fellow call; 

And daily love him more and more, 
Who brought us out of thrall. 


HYMN XVII. 


On Chri it's taking the nature of Man into 
Union with the Godhead, and rgefing 
the Fallen An ge. 


CY. Jeſus he is wonderful 


In nature and in name ; 


A man in God, and God in man, 
Who can declare his fame? 
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To marriage he did much incline, 
And therefore ſought a bride ; 

From angels bright, that dwelt in light, 
He paſs'd and went aſide. 


Angels that fell from God to hell, 
Were none of his deſire; 


Thoſe ſinful ones were left alone, 
And ſo reſerv'd for fire. 


As they would not proclaim him king, 
Nor own his headſhip juſt, 
So they were left under the ſting 
Of death, and down were thruſt. 


Another kind came in his mind, 
That ſinn'd as well as they; 
And did in nature come behind, 
As they were made of clay. 


To thoſe he bore a wond'rous love, 
Though they were very poor; 
To them he came down from above, 
And pluck'd them out of gore. 


It was not wit, nor beauty fair, 
That did this lover win; 


For they were black beyond compare, 
And ſtupify'd with ſin. 
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'* But he had beauty for to ſpare, 

And ſo they vleaſed him well; 

His holy blood bought ointment good, 
To make their garments ſmell. 


HYMN XVIII. 
On the Suretyſtii of Chriſt. 


(CHRIST i is a ſurety great, and ſtrong, 
The debt is fully paid ; 


And juſtice has receiv'd no wrong, 


Since help on Curiſt was laid. 


This ſurety he his ſeed ſhall ſee, 
For them he undertook ; 

12 ſtand in him, in life, and limb, 
As members in his book. 


"IS The debtors, they could never pay 
| 1 The leaſt of all the ſum; 
But preſently he did comply, 
And ſaid, Behold I come. 


God's jufice ſaid, I will be haid 
4 F Tie whole, I can't compound; 
| 1 muſt have all, or none at all, 

The ſurety I will wound. 
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This ſurety would not take with him, 
The debtor's name to ſtand ; 
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This mighty one was bound alone, 


This law was holy, juſt, and good, 


1t left the man alone to ſtand, 


To anſwer the demand. 


We gave no bond for his relief, [3 
No part could we reſtore ; | ; 
The charge did all upon him fall, 13 
For we were very poor. 13 


HYMN XIX. 


On the Imholſibility of being ſaved by a Cove- 
nant of Works. 


VW HEN man was in his innocence, 
God gave to him a law; _ 

The breach of which was an offence, 4H 
And ſo a curſe did draw. 


But yet no ſtrength did give; 


With a Do this, and live. 
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This law, for life, did works require, 
The leaſt defect was ſin; 

It never knew repentance true, 
God's favour for to win. 


But /n and die, the law doth cry, 
It can no mercy ſhow; 

There 1s no grace ſet in its face, 
[t always ſpeaketh rough. 


The prayers of delinquents will 


Be objects of its ſcorn; 
It bids them to be perfect ſtill, 
Though they in fin were born. 


Lis not good wills, nor legal fears, 


Nor hearts that almoſt burſt ; 
Nor eyes that ſwim in briny tears, 
That once can quench its thirſt. 


But there's a better covenant, 
That God with Chrift has made, 
Which can't decay, but laſt alway, 
For help on Chr: ft 1 IS laid. 
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HYMN XX. 
On the Promifes. .. 
HE promiſe is the word of life, 
By which we heaven hold; 
It ſhews us where our comforts are, 
And makes the conſcience bold. 


The promiſe is a well of life, 
From whence we water draw ; 

[t cools the ſoul that's fill'd with ſtrife, 
By Sinai s flaming law. 


When we are full of legal fears, 
And doubts upon us flow : 

The promiſe doth remove our cares, 
And cauſe us peace to know. 


Chrift, in the promiſe, is our ſtay, 
"Tis not the word alone; 

But Chri/t, therein his grace, diſplays, 

| When all our hopes are gone. 


This word of hope our ſouls ſecure, 
And gives us inward joy ; 

| It alſo helps to make us Pure, 

When fin doth us er. 
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When death appears with ghaſtly looks, 
It bids the ſaint be ſtrong ; 


If Satan writes, it blots his books, 4 
And tells him he is wrong. , 


The promiſe doth to ſinners run, 
"Tis kind unto the poor; 


It ſets up thoſe that were undone, 1 
And heals the ſoul that's ſore. 1 


It gives a ſalve to heal the eye, 

And ointment for the face; 

It gives us courage for to cry, 
And ſtrength to ſue for grace. 


If legal promiſes give fear, 
And cauſe our hopes to die; 


Let us to Jeſus Chriſt draw near, I 
And on his blood rely. 4 


That promiſe which doth lead to Cr , 


By Satan can't be brought; 
Whate'er he faith, he can't give faith, 
That's by the ſpirit wrought, | 


That promiſe which from /e/f doth lead, 


Doth come down from above ; ö 
And ſets the crown on Feſus' head, 


Which nature cannot love. 
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Then bleſſed be the TRINITY, 

And bleſſed be their word; 

And bleſſed be the promiſe free, 
Which light and life afford. 


HYMN XXI. 


On Mary's weehing at 2 s Sepulchre. 


John xx. II. 


[? ID Mary weep, becauſe her Lord 

Was gone out of her light ? 

She had a mind her CAriſt to find, 
But yet ſhe wanted light. 


Her Lord was riſen ſafe and found, _ 
From priſon gone away ; 

She weeps becauſe he can't be found, 
And at his grave ſhe'll ſtay. 


Tho” he was nigh, who juſtifies, 
Her ſoul was very fad; 

And when he ſpakes ſhe {ill miſtakes, 
And thinks her caſe is bad. 
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P The angels bright, tho' full of light, 


They could not ſatisfy ; 
Her panting ſoul on Feſus rolls, 
And ſtill for love doth cry. 


But all this while, ſhe cannot ſmile, 


"Till ſhe her Feſus knows; 
And then ſhe cries out Ravbor, 
And love to him ſhe ſhows. 
Iuwas he who caſt her devils out, 
And heal'd her filthy fore : 


She hated him before. 
She, therefore, ſpices brings ; 


She was anointed, and made good 
By him, the King of Kings. 


HYMN XXII. 


7 THE day of Chrift is coming on, 
But who may it abide? 
The ſcoffer, and the ſcornful one 
Shall have their cries deny'd. 
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It was his love that did her move, 


He had embalm'd her with his blood, 


On Chrift”'s coming to Judgment. 
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The ignorant, that know him not, 
And thoſe that hate his ways, 

Shall have no part in S's lot, 
Nor heart to ſing his praiſe. 


But thoſe that own him for their Lord, 
The Prophet, Prieſt, and King, 
Shall have a room, with their Bridegroom, 

And in his preſence ling. 


His coming will the ſaints advance, 
Above the fears of men; 

And in the light of glory bright, 
They ſhall be freed from ſin. 


The myſteries of Providence, 
Shall then unfolded be; 

And then the ſaints, without offence, 
His counſels deep ſhall ſee. 


They ſhall have acceſs to the throne, 
Tho now ſometimes they fear; 


And then the ſaints ſhall rule alone, 
No ſinner ſhall appear. 
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HYMN XXIII. 
On the Vanity of Man's Thoughts. 


"" thoug zhts of man are vanity, 
'They les within the heart ; 

And ies abide ſo conſtantly, 
From them we never part. 


From place to place, they wander ſtil], 
Much like the vagrant crew ; 

They drink, but cannot drink their fill, 
Their thirſt is always new. 


They ſuck the ſtreams of empty dreams, 


And feigned happineſs ; 
When they awake, they never make 
Our miſery the leſs. 


On trifles they are moſt intent, 
They ſweat in idleneſs; 


F And tie the ſtrings of needleſs things, 


They buy, but can't poſſeſs. 


With carnal confidence they well, 
Tho' they no Promiſe find; 

But when they ſee the living well, 
To drink they have no mind. 
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In duty, they will go aſtray, 


In ſin, moſt full of care ; 


When we go wrong, they find a way, 


When right, they fill with fear. 


Theſe are the thoughts of ſinful men, 
And none of them is clean; 

The fatted kine of thoughts divine 
Are eaten by the lean. 


: HYMN XXIV. 
On the great Love of Feſus Chrif. 


What a wonder have we ſeen |! 
That Cri ſhould cry for grace ; . 
To ſanctify polluted men, 
Whoſe nature was ſo baſe. 


Lord, didſt thou ſanctity thyſelf, 


To ſanctify my heart? 


Did blood from thee run down ſo free, 


That fin and I might part? 


Thou might'ſt have let the bolts of wrath 


Upon my ſhoulders fall ; 


I did not cry, that Ghri/ might die, 


To fave my ſoul at all. 
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My ſoul was helpleſs, filthy, poor, 
And yet ſo proud was I; 

I begg'd no balſam for my ſore, 
Nor faith to purify. 


But, Lord, thy bowels then did move, 


Thou couldſt not give me up; 
My bleeding time was time of love, 
And favour fill'd my cup. 


And now I give my ſoul to thee, 
Becauſe thou did'it me take ; 
I greatly long to ſerve thee free 
From error, and miſtake. 


Lord, keep the plant thy hand hath made, 
And water what is ſown ; 


And deal with me, as thou haſt ſaid, 


Thou dealeſt with thine own. 


Tho' now I ſing but heavily, 
And darkneſs hinders me ; 

The time of mirth is drawing nigh, 
When I thy face ſhall fee. 
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HYMN XXV. 
On the Excellency of the Lord Jeſus. 


89 up, my heart, my tongue, my life, 
What are you dead and gone? 

Will you not ſing to Sion's King, 

And to the Three in One ? 


A ſong of vineyards I will fing 
To my beloved dear; 
His mandrakes ſmell exceeding well, 
When he himſelf is here. 


Lord, if my feet be beautiful, 
As thou thyſelf doſt ſay; 

What ſplendid grace is in that place, 
Where thou thyſelf doſt ſtay ? 


If my dim eyes like fiſh-pools be, 
What charming eyes are thine ? 
And is my neck like ivory? 

Thy neck is moſt divine. 


What is my palm: tree ſtature tall, 
Compared, Lord, with thee ? 

What have I done unto the Son, 
That he is held by me? 
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Thou art the faireſt of them all, 
My Jeſus ſtill doth cry; 

My love to thee can never fail 
Unto eternity. 


Go forth, my ſoul, admire this day, 
Let love prevail with the; 

To tell the pilgrims by the way, 
What bleſſed things we ſee. 


HYMN XXVI. 


* 


On the Certainty of the Godly Man's Per- 
ee. 


THE j juſt man ſhall mount over all, 
* ſtill hold on his way; 
He ſtumbles, but ſtill he goes on; 
He ſins, but ſtill does pray. 


The righteous man doth find a way, 
Which no man elſe can hit; 
He has a light that ſets him right, 
Beyond all human wit. 
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For ſtrength to pray he has a way, 


For pardon, and for peace ; 
Tho' terrors fly, and conſcience cry, 
He finds a way for eaſe. 


Sometimes his way with thorns is ſet, 
But ſtill his hopes remain; 

Tho! fin, and Satan, may him let, 
He can't turn back again. 


A godly man doth ſtronger grow, 


Altho' he ſeems to die | 
Upon the branch, he ſhoots below, 
In ſweet humility. 


A good man may in acts decay, 

But yet in judgment riſe; 
Tho' weakneſs caufe his feet to pauſe, 
Grace may enlarge his eyes. 


And tho', perhaps, in miſty days, 

He may miſtake his way ; ; 

When ev'ning comes he is at home, 
Tho' Satan tells him, nay. 


THE MELODY OF SION. 41 


| HYMN XXVII. 
On the Wiſe and Fooliſh Virgins. 


IOME were but fool N virgins (till, 
Tho' with the wiſe they went, 
Who took up lamps in nature's will, 

And fo to hell were ſent. 


The fool ſeem'd to labour much, 
And ſpend themſelves in toil; 
But their ſtupidity was ſuch, 
That they forgot the oil. 


The iſe did ſlumber for a while, 
They ſlept, but did not die; 

The foo/1h cry'd, but were deny'd, 
For they no oil could buy. 


The wiſe aroſe when Jeſus cry'd, 

They could not riſe before; 
Upon that call, the oi. fall, 
And ſo they riſe no more. 


The fooliſh virgins oil did crave, 
The wiſe had none to ſpare ; 

The ſooliſi they their oil would have, 
But none e ſhare, 
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Here was a great neceſſity, 
And whither ſhall they run ; 

The creatures can't their wants ſupply, 
And now they are undone. 


HYMN XXVII. 
On the Miſery of Man by the Fall. 
1 days of man are quickly gone, 


His life is vanity ; 
"I'was Adam's ſin that brought death in, 
He did tranſgreſs and die. 


That was not all, but by his fa//, 

| Became an enemy 

To moral good, and ſtain'd the blood 
Of his poſterity. 


Man lies in fin, till grace comes in, 
Without deſires to riſe ; 
His fooliſh mind loves to be blind, 


Till grace anoints his eyes. 


When grace doth come, it finds him dumb, 


And deaf, and hardned too; 
He does pretend his life to mend, 


Yet nothing can he do. 
_ | 
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In ouilt, and wounds his ſoul is bound, 


Till Jeſus ſets him free, 


By goſpel-grace to run apace, 


In ways of purity. 


Then he believes, and grace receives, 


He grace alone doth cry; 
By grace he loves, by grace he moves, 
By grace he longs to die. 


But yet we ſee no faint is free 
From troubles, by the way; 


The beſt of men groan under ſin, 


Till their redemption-day. 


Let bleſt are they, who once can ſay, 


Oue thing I know to be, 


I was born blind, but now I find, 


Mine eyes do jeſus ſee, 
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HYMN XXIX. 


On the Care of Feſus Chrift towards his Shieeſi. 


THE ſheep of Jeſus hear his voice, 
He FR their footſteps know, 
Before his face they ſtill rejoice, 
And in his paſtures grow. 


The voice of Jeſus Chriſt is ſweet, 
His ſpouſe has found it fo; 
She riſes up her Lord to meet, 
And to his temple go. 


Thoſe that are ſheep of Chri/ indeed, 

They hear his voice in all; 

His love and law, keeps them in awe, 
From him they cannot fall. 


Though they are weak their Chri/ is ſtrong, 
When they are lick he's well; 
And tho' they may ſtill go aſtray, 

They cannot go to hell. 


Sometimes they think their ſouls muſt fink; 
And now their hearts are ſad, 


But then his arms Keeps them from harms, 
Altho' their caſe is bad, 
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They fear a want when food grows ſcant, 
Which makes them dead, and dull; 

But by and by there's new ſupply, | 
And then their joy is full. 


The lions would thoſe lambs deſtroy, 
The lambs are full of fear, 

For help they cry, and preſently 
Their — doth PR; 


HYMN XXX. 
On the Forgiveneſs of Sin. 


HO! fin be filthy in the ſight 
Of God, whoſe eyes are pure ; 
His juſtice does his being right, 
And ties the ſurety ſure. 


The ſins of all his choſen ones, 
Upon his Son were laid ; 

When he was bound, they freedom found, 
Why then are they afraid? 


The bleſſing lies upon the head 


Of thoſe whom God forgive; 
Tis not upon the ſpotleſs One, 
Who without ſin does live; 
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For there's no man that ever can, 
In truth ſay he is pure; 

For ev'ry day he goes aſtray, 
And ſin doth him allure. 


When juſtice looks thro' Chri/ the head, 
Upon the ſinner poor ; 
To fin, it ſees the ſinner dead, 
And cleanſed from his ſore. 


It doth pronounce believers clean, 
Whate'er they find within; 

In Chrit it knows them white as ſnow, 
Tho' black in eyes of men. 


If conſcience hath a ſaint accus'd, 
And Ghrif the ſaint doth clear; 
Shall CAriſt, or conſcience then be us'd ? 
The faint muſt Jeſus hear. 


His merit is a garment large, 

From head to foot doth go ; 
Then who can lay ſin to the charge 
Of them with whom 'tis ſo? 
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HYMN XXXI. 


On the Matter of a Believer's Triumph. 


\OME Jeſus, come unto thine own, 


My bridegroom let me ſee ; 
Let my delight come in this night, 
And ſet his captive free. 


A captive, yet a conqueror, 
A beggar, but a king ; 

Of ſaints the leaſt, but yet a prieſt, 
A mourner, yet I ſing. 


I hve in that to which I die, 
I dy'd in him who lives; 

My grace is ſmall, but yet withal, 
To grace I thanks can give. 


Tho! fin makes my affection cold, 

Thy love, O Curiſt, is free; 

The mercy-ſeat is all of gold, 
And there's enough for me. 


The rags of Adam in his fall, 
I carry ſtill with me; 

But I have robes put over all, 
Which nature cannot ſee. 
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. Tho' Jeſus be ſo beautiful, 
No angel is ſo bright; 
He looks on me, and ſays, that he 


Is raviſh'd with delight. 


Is Chrift my head ſo raviſhed, 
That he no fault can find ? 

How weak am I this to deny, 
And keep a guilty mind ? 


Tho' world and fin, and law come in, 
And conſcience too retort ; 

Thy debt is paid, be not afraid, 
But thank thy orgy for't. 


HYMN XXXIL 
On the ſame. 


HY HEN I am drowſy, weak, and poor, 
My Lord 1s then awake ; 


His mighty calls muſt come before 
I riſe, his love to take. 


Tho' I in ſlumbers ſleep away 
Much of my time, yet he 

My ſoul will ſeek, and kindly ſpeak | 

In charming words to me. 


THE MELODY OP SION. 49 
He gives me views, and tells me news, 


My ſoul for to affect; 
By this 'tis known I am his own, 
And one of his elect. 


Cone riſe, ſaith he, come riſe and ling, 
Thou think'ſt 'tis winter ſtill; 

But I have brought the pleaſant ſpring, 
Thy ſoul with life to fill. 


The days that once were ſhort, and cold, 
With ſunſhine ſweet appear; 

Though I withdrew in days of old, 
My darling, I am here. 


Thy grace is gone out of thy ſight, 
Thou ſay'ſt, thy fruits decay; 

But my right hand ſhall lead thee right; 
Riſe up, and come away. 


Thou ſay'ſt, I have no ſtrength to go, 
But I have ſtrength for thee ; 

When thou art weak, and can'ſt not ſpeak, 
Thy ſtrength 1s all in me. 


Come riſe, and ſing, thy day i is clear, 
Ihe clouds are overpaſt; 
Thou didſt not think to ſee me here, 


But I am come at laſt. 
F 
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HYMN XXXIII. 
On the ſame. 


He ſweet are all thy ways, O Lord! 5 


There's peace and laſting joy; 
The ſtorms of ſin may blow within, 
But thou wilt it deſtroy. 


| My Chrift will ſpeak when I am weak, 
He will not me deſpiſe; 


When I am poor, he ſmiles the more, 
How lovely are his eyes! 


Though I have many enemies, 
I have no cauſe to fear; 


My Chrift is gone to's Father's throne, 
There for me to appear. 


The law hath ſheath'd its bloody ſword 
In Criſt my lovely head; 

And all my ſin, when Chr/ Fr went in 

The grave, with him was dead. 


And being dead, I am ſecure 
It cannot riſe again ; 3 

Altho! its ghoſt may till endure, 
And put my ſoul to pain. 
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As for the world, 'tis conquer'd too, 
And Satan 1s outdone ; : 

Then fit thee down on Son's ground, 
And praiſe God's mighty Son. 


Praiſe, praiſe indeed doth me become, 
Inchantments can't me kill; 
I meet with thieves, I long for home, 
Where I ſhall have my fill. 


HYMN XXXIV. 


On King FR Ta s Chariot of the Wood of 
Lebanon, Cant. 111. 9, IO. 


BOLD the chariot, which our King 


Hath made; 'tis ſuch a one, 
A fight of it will make us ſing, 
When worldly | Joys are gone. 


Theſe chariot wheels will ne'er decay, 
And yet they always move, 

Tis ever running night and day, 
For they are oiled with love. 
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The human nature of our Lord, 
And covenant of grace, 

To him a chariot doth afford, 

Wherein the ſaints have place. 


The pillars are the promiſes, 
The bottom the decree ; 


The which of old was fix'd like gold, 
Unchangeable and tree. 


The purple cov'ring was his blood, 
W hich he for ſinners ſhed, 
Which hides from wrath, from law, ad 
death, 
And ſin that is inbred. 


The midſt of all was pav'd with love, 

And love this chariot made; = 

By love 'tis ſhewn, by love 'tis known, 
Which love can never fade. 


The daughters of Jeruſalem 
Herein to glory ride; 

This love will ſafely carry them, 
They cannot fall beſide. 


Come forth, and view king Solomon, 
With all the ſhining train 

Of angels that do wait upon 
Our Lord, and there remain. 
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HYMN XXXV. 
On King Solomon's Grown, Cant. iii. 11. 


FN O forth, ye daughters, view your king, 
T He's worthy to be ſeen ; 


A ſight of him will make you ling, 


His bed is always green. 


There is a crown upon his head, 
'Tis full of jewels fine; 


The views of it revive the dead, 


And make their faces ſhine. 
'Tis ſuch a crown as ne'er was ſet 
Upon the kings below; 
The glory of it is ſo great, 
It makes the angels bow. 


The faces of the cherubim 
Are veil'd within its rays; 


They put their heads within their wings, 


And ſo they give it praiſe. 


The ſaints alſo in conſort go 
To crown this mighty king; 
In their firſt love they ſweetly move, 
And make his praiſes ring. 
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When they have ſeen, they do admire, 
But ſtill they long to pry ; 
At laſt he gives them their defire 

In full felicity. 


The tokens of his love are ſweet 
In promiſes of grace; 

But ſtill their ſouls are not complete 
Till they can ſee his face. 


When they into his boſom fall, 
Embraces then are free ; 

Then Sin and Satan, hell, and all, 
Their fears from them do flee. 


HYMN XXXVI. 
As the Lord 0 Supper. 


TOW ſweet a ſupper have we got 
The King fat with his love; 


And each believer had his lot, 
"Twas given from above. 


Tis not of blood, nor tleſhly will, 
Nor of the: will of man 

Zehovah's grace doth here take place, 
The ſinner never can, 
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Here was a table furniſhed 
: With beſt of dainty things; 
” The pleaſant meat, which we did eat, 


Came from the King of Kings. 


'Tis ſtrange that we that face ſhould ſee, 
Which once we did deſpiſe ; 

We do deſire for to admire 
His love before we riſe. 


Had we been better than the reſt 
Of men, that once did fall, 
We might have thought our God had 


wrought 
For that upon us all. 
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But now we muſt admire the more, 
The more unworthy we, 

And praiſe his bounty to the poor, 
N Becauſe his love is free. 

= The Spirit and the Bride invite, 
Our Lord himſelf to ſpeak; 

= When we of him can get a ſight, 

9 It makes our hearts to break. 


O Jeſus ! thou ſhalt have the praiſe, 
For thou haſt died alone; 

The angels high durſt not draw nigh, 

With Jeſus there was none, — 
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HYMN XXXVII 
On Mount Lebanon, Cant. iv. 8. 


HEN I was looking to the hills 
Of worldly vanity, 
And did begin to play with fin, 
My Jeſus thus did cry. 
My ſpouſe, thou art of high deſcent, 
Thy birth is from above; 
Make haſte, be gone from Lebanon, 
My ſiſter, and my love. 


My Soul did ſay, Lord, come away, 
And teach my ſoul to go; 
He ſtraight repli'd, thou know'ſt I dy'd, 
That mine might all do fo. 


But there is much in Lebanon 
That doth my ſoul affect. 
What then? I ſay, thou muſt be gone, 
For thou art mine elect. 


But may not I on Hermon lie, 

And ſuck thoſe drops of dew? 

No, no, my ſpouſe, I muſt thee rouſe 
From off that mountain too. 


THE MELODY OF SION. 57 


But what, if I ſhould caſt an eye, 
To ſee the lions rage? 

No, no, my love, the hawk and dove 
Cannot live in one cage. 


The faint and ſinner can't agree, 
There is no harmony, 

Therefore I charge thee for to flee, 

And pals the leopards by. 


The leopard is a leopard ſtill, 
He cannot change his ſtain ; 
The ſpots of ſpight lie in his will, 
And there they will remain. 


Then come with me from Lebanon, 

| will thee ſatisfy ; 
When all thoſe mountain joys are gone, 
Thy joy is then moſt high. 
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HYMN XXXVIII 


On the North and South Wind, Cant. iv. 16. 


WAKE, awake, thou ſpirit ſweet, 
Give me a tafte of thee, 

And deal with me as thou ſceſt meet, 
Loet me thy power ſee. 


But ſince thou know'ſt my frame 1s weak, 
Deal tenderly with me; 
My ſoul is ſore, wound me no more, 
But make me truſt in thee. 


My ſoul is blaſted with the cold 
Of winter, and I fade. 


Forſake me not when I am old, 
Of duſt thou haſt me made. 


What is my garden, Lord, to thee, 
That thou ſhouldſt dwell therein? 

What have I done, that thy dear Son 
Should ſave me from my fin ? 


My ground is dry, but Lord, draw nigh, 
And water me this day ; | 
My ſpices ſhall bring forth withal, 
If thou thy love diſplay. 
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Come eat thy pleaſant fruit, my joy, 
My love, my lord, my life; 

And let no evil me deſtroy, 
But free my ſoul from ſtrife. 


Indeed there is no grace in me, 

Io make thy ſoul rejoice ; 

The ſtock of grace is laid in thee, 
O let me hear thy voice. 


The voice of others change ſo oft, 
Ihere is no certainty; 
When they have ſet my hopes aloft, 
They leave me with a lie. 


HYMN XXXIX. 


„ \ \ THAT has my drowſy, fooliſh frame 


My Jeſus cry'd, and I deny'd, 
And now he's gone away. 
The watchmen fill'd my ſoul with grief, 
When] to them did go; 2 
And where I thought of mol relief, 
I did increaſe my woe, 
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The daughters of Jeruſalem 
They did like ſtrangers ſpeak, 

O mournful day, what ſhall I ſay ! 
My heart with grief will break. 


But fince there's none, but Chri/ alone, 
To whom I may draw nigh ; 

My love-fick ſoul ſhall on him roll, 

And in his arms III die. 


My thoughts in thouſands ſpring ſo faſt, 


My tongue cannot expreſs 
The grief of mind that I do find, 
And fears that me poſſeſs. 


The frowns of Chrift are death to me, 
His love 1s all my joy ; 

When he breaks! in, no thoughts of ſin, 
Nor wrath can me annoy. 


Cheer up, my foul, here's comfort ſtill, 
Art thou, indeed, in love! 

He lov'd thee firſt, and therefore will 
Send comfort from above. 


Whoever loves this Jeſus ſhall ; 
10 With love be ſatisfied 5 


”Twas never known, nor can be ſhown 


That any lov'd, and died. 
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HYMN XL. 


On the ſcornful Queſtion which the Daughters 
of Jeruſalem filit to the Shouſe, Cant. v. 9. 
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= THE daughters of Fernfalem 

by With ente looks did ſay, 

Thou fooliſh dove, what is that love 
Thou mourneſt for this day? 


We ſee in him no excellence, 
No beauty, nor no grace; 
O let it then be no ace 
For him to hide his face. 


There is a way whereby you may 
Obtain much joy and peace ; 


| Repent and pray, mourn night and day, 
This will attord you eaſe. 


Porſake old fins, new lives begin, 
And you ſhall comfort find ; 
When this is done, the thoughts of him 
Will wear out of your mind. 
G 
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If by injuſtice, fraud, and wrong, 
You have oppreſs'd the poor, 

Let charity remove the cry | 
Which they have made therefore, 


The ſpouſe, with zeal, did thus reply, 
Ye fooliſh daughters all, 

The bed's too ſhort whereon VOU lie, 
Your works and you muſt fall. 


I like thoſe works which Chriſt, my head. 


Did in his body give; 
Becauſe he wrought them in my ſtead, 
And by thoſe works I live. 


I love thoſe works which flow from love, 
And are by union fed, 

Whoſe life and ſoul come from above, 

And ſo are nouriſhed. | 


Yet theſe can never juſtify, 
Tis only Chr alone; 
On him my ſoul ſhould till rely, 
1 all theſe works were gone. 
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HYMN XII. | 

On the Spouſe's Anſwer to the Daughters 
/ Feruſalem, Cant. v. 10. 16. 

() DAUGHTERS, would you know 


my love? 
He's "whito and ruddy then; 
His high deſcent is from above, 


The richeſt of all men. 


His kingdom- head i is ike to gold, 
That ſhall for ever laſt; 


His locks of counſels were of old, 


Which always ſhall ſtand faſt. 


His eyes of knowledge are like dove's S, 

| Moſt loving and moſt ſweet ; 

Yet, waſhed with milk, and can't approve 
Of fin in thoſe we meet. 


His cheeks of ſmiles are like a bed 
Of flowers in the ſpring ; 


His lips of love do make me move, 


Their ſweetneſs makes me ſing, -— 


His handy-works are like gold gs 
Set with the beryl fine ; 
His belly bright, in darkeſt night, 
Compalion there doth ſhine. 
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His mighty legs of providence, 
Like pillars in their place; 
In colour mix'd, and firmly fix'd 

On ſockets of his grace. 


His countenance in all his ways 
Is like Mount Lebanon; 

Pleaſant and green, as may be ſeen, 
When doubts and fears are gone. 


His mouth is ſweeter than the ſaint's, 
Vea, than the angels high; 

His words revive the ſoul that's faint, 
And draw the fearful nigh. 


In ev'ry thing he is the beſt, 
The thing itſelf is there; 

In him the ſoul is full poſſeſs'd, 
And needs no more to fear. 
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HYMN XLII. 


On Chr ift and his Spouſe, their mutual poſſef- 
ſing of each other, Cant. vi. 3. 


M Lord, he doth my ſoul poſleſs, 
[ am his copyhold ; 


I was his own, and by him known 
Before his works of old. 


| was his own by hearty choice, 
And he was mine by grace; 

In marriage I did with him lie 
Before Jehovali S face. 


I am his own by purchaſe too, 


For Juſtice, it did ſay, 
That he that would redeem my blood, 
A price for it muſt pay. 


I am his own by loving care, 

He ſtands engag'd to keep 
My ſoul, though 1 live much in fear, 
And ſometimes fall aſleep. 
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As Chriſt 1 in me doth claim a right, 
So I in him the ſame ; 

For he is mine in the ſame line 
Of great Zehovah's name. 


He is my huſband, lord, and friend, 
My ſhepherd, and my king ; 

When dates of time ſhall have an end, 
Yet I ſhall always ſing. 


He never will unconſtant prove, 
Nor once repent his choice; 

There is no flatt'ry in his love, 
Nor talſehood 1 in his voice. 


Although my beauty ſhould decay, 
And wrinkles fill my face, 9 

He will not caſt my ſoul away, od 
Becauſe I ſtand by grace. 


The ſummer's heat, nor winter's cold, 
Can never change his will, 


For what he hath decreed of old, 
He will accomplith ſtill. 
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HYMN XLIII. 
On the Bleſſed Encouragement Believers may 
take from many Things. 


8 praiſes to the Holy Three, 

Sing praiſes to our Kine: 

Whoſe works of might are ſtill in fight, 
To him our ſouls will ling. 


Could we but hear the upper ſphere, 

And know the mulick there 

Of angels bright, and ſaints in light, 
Twould baniſh all our fear. 


Then we ſhould to our Father go, 
With veſſels full of joy; 

And winds below that croſsly blow, 
Could not our peace deſtroy. 


Lift up our ſouls to thee this day, 
Thy cords of love will draw; 
O Chri/t, there's none but thee alone 

Can make us love thy law. 


Put forth thy grace in turning ſouls, 
Thy pardon let us know; 


And though our ſins moſt black have been, | 


Make us as white as ſnow. 
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We are by nature bound in chains, 
Yet think our ſouls are free; 

Ariſe, therefore, tho' we be poor, 
Let us thy riches ſee. 


O Lord, we nigh the fountain lie, 
Where thou art wont to come; 

But whilſt we ſtay from day to day, 
Another takes the room. 


Yet who can tell? The day may come 
When we thy grace ſhall know, 
And ſtreams of love come from above, 
Lo us who dwell below. 


HYMN XILIV. 
On Chriſt's praying for his Peofile. 


WE hear this day our Lord did pray, 


To bring poor ſinners nigh ; 
O let us then his prayers turn 
Into our praiſes high. 


The prayers of our Surety fell 
On thoſe who could not pray; 


For wretched men, though bound in ſin, 


From juſtice ran away. 
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'Tis ſtrange that he, who was complete 
In joy eternally, - 

Should ſtoop ſo low, our wants to know, 
And beg for our ſupply. 


O let us wonder while we live, 
At his humility, 

That he who had a world to give, 
Should give himſelf to die. 


Of all the beſt he was poſſeſs'd, 
The angels were his own ; | 

What meant he then to cry for men! 
Such love was never known. 


Had we been jewels ſet i in rings, 
Or elſe ſome golden cup, 

It was beneath the King of Kings 4 
To ſtoop to take us up. 1 


But we were filthy mire and clay, I 
Our heart was made of ſtone ; 

Inſtead of aſking Chri the way, 
We ſaid to him, Begone. 
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But thoſe repulſes took no place, 
He ſtill purſu'd his love, 

It was his mind for to be kind, 
And who may him reprove? 
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XLV. 
On the Excellency of God. 


REAT is the Lord, and wonderful, 
His works declare his praiſe; 
His thoughts are high above the ſky, 
And ſo are all his ways. | 


O Lord, thy wiſdom doth excel, 

Our wiſdom is but ſmall, 

None but thyſelf can truly tell 
What thou art bleſt withal. 


Thou doſt excel the angels, that 
In ſtrength thy ſaints exceed; | 
Though 'tis thy will to uſe them ſtill, 
Of them thou haſt no need. 


Alas! how empty are thoſe things, | 
In which we take delight, W 

Whilſt we forgot the King of Kings, | 
Whoſe works are ſtill in ſight. 


Thy way of mercy is thy on, 
There's none like thee in grace ; \ 
Forgiving thoſe who did oppoſe 
With boldneſs in their face. 


> 
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Shew us the way, and reconcile 
Our ſouls to all thy will, 

Then ſhall our days be ſpent i in praiſe, 
And we ſhall love thee ſtill. 


Our wiſdom is but fooliſhneſs, 
When we would thee confine ; 
We make our portion always leſs, 

By laying out the line. 


O chuſe thou our inheritance, 
And bow our wills to thee ; 

| Make us to know thy covenant, 

For there the bleſſings be. 


HYMN XLVI. 
On the manifold Grounds of a Believer's Joy. 
| SUNG AT THE LORD'S SUPPER. 


WHY art caſt down, O thou my ſoul? 
Why doſt thou muſe always? 
Ariſe, Xe out, and round about 
There's matter ſtill for praiſe. 
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Look up to heaven that is high, 
For thou ſhalt ſoon aſcend ; 

And this will raiſe thy heart to praiſe, 
Though other things offend. 


Look down to hell, that woeful place, 
See how the damned fare, 
And this will raiſe thy heart to praiſe, 
Becauſe thou art not there. 


Lock to the angels that did fall, 
And for a thought muſt die; 
And this will raiſe thy heart to praiſe, 

Free grace eternally. 


Look on thoſe wretched ſouls, to whom 
Thy Chrift was never known; 

And this will raiſe thy heart to praiſe, 

The caſe was once thy own. 


Look on the poor, whoſe poverty 
Comes on them for a curſe; 

And this will raiſe thy heart to praiſe, 
Thy lot might ſtill be worſe. 


Look on dejected law-burnt ſouls, 
That under wrath do lie; 

And this will raiſe thy heart to praiſe, | 
Whilſt thou haſt liberty. 
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Look on the ſaints, who, falling low, 
In grievous fin did lie, 


And this will raiſe thy heart to praiſe, 
And ſay, why did not I? 


Look on the churches that are broke, 
And into ruins fall, = 
Although it is a diſmal ſtroke, | 0 
Thy Jeſus will heal all. | 


HYMN XLVII. 
At a Funeral. 
Dean tis a thing we cannot love, 
Tho' we were born to die; 


But if our Lord the ſting remove, 1 
We yield moſt pleaſantly. 


4 


Ny 


Doſt thou'in pleaſure ſpend thy days? x 
Alas ! 'tis all but vain, 1 
For death will come to call thee home, i 
Then all thy Joy is ſlain. _—_ 


Doſt thou in pride ſtretch out the wing, 

That ſome may thee admire? 

Remember death comes with its ſting, 
Then none will * defire. 
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Art thou amongſt the worldly wiſe, 
Who think to govern all? 

Pale Death will come, and cloſe thine eyes, 
And make thy wiſdom fall. 


Art thou a righteous Phar tſee ? 
Doſt thou live in thine own ? 
Remember death will take thy breath, 
Then all thy works go down. 


Art thou a hater of the juſt ? 
Doſt thou their names deſpiſe ? 

Thy name ſhall rot in ſinful duſt, 
When they in glory riſe. 


But bleſſed are thoſe ſouls, to whom 
Our. God doth ſin forgive ; 5 
For they ſhall fing with Chri/ their king, 
And ever with him live. 


Amongſt the ſaints and ſons of light, 
Whoſe work is praife alone, 

Whoſe doubts are ſwallowed up in fight, 
And ſin from them! is — 
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HYMN XLVIIL 
At the Lord's Suffer. 


75 


ET's praiſe the Father for the Son, 


That gift that was the beſt ; 
Here s all the tribute we can pay, 
Let's ſing among the reſt. 


The angels praiſe electing love, 
The ſaints above rejoice, 

The ſhining orbs do ſweetly move, 
And ſhan't we move our voice? 


The birds that periſh when they die, 
Do their creator praiſe ; 


Much more ſhould we, that hope to ſee 
The Son of God always. 


If ſtormy winds that blow aloft, 
Set forth Jehovah's name, 
Then we that know a calm below, 
Should fing to praiſe the ſame. 


If fallen angels tremble, when 
An angry God they ſee, 
It ſhould delight the ſons of men 
To hear of grace ſo free, 
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Adoption free, redemption free, 
A Saviour free reveal'd, 

What cauſe of pining then have we, 
To whom all this is ſeal'd ? 


If we have liberty above, 
And liberty below, 

Why are we found with hearts ſo bound, 
And ſtill in bondage fo. 


Let us ariſe and ſhake ourſelves, 
Our grievous chains are broke; 

Since Chriſt appears, we have good cheer, 
He can 't his love revoke. 


HYMN XLIX. 


On the Woman of Samaria that met Cr iſt 
at the Well. John i IV. 10. 


EHOLD ! and ſee a wonder great, - 
The great Jehovah's Son, 
About a match he went to treat 
With one that was undone. 
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The perſon whom he made his choice, 
Refus'd with him to dwell; 

But yet he won her with his voice, 
As he ſat on the well. 


He thirſted for the water there, 
But ſhe doth him controul; 
Yet ſtill he can't his ſuit forbear, 

He thirſted for her ſoul. 


She did not come to Jacob's well, 
A Saviour for to ſee; 

But he, who pluck'd her ſoul hw hell, 
Deſigned there to be. 


There was a ſheep of his to find, 
That long had gone aſtray; 

He knew that ſhe would be unkind, 
Vet he muſt go that way. 


He begg'd a cup of water cold, 
She gave him that of ſtrife; 
But he had lov'd her ſoul of old, 
And gave her that of life. 


When later huſbands they were gone, 
And ſhe to whoredom fell; 

Her former huſband took her home, £ 
Becauſe he lov'd her well. 
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And tho” ſhe lov'd the water-pots 
While ſhe in fin was bound ; 


When Jeſus calls ſhe leaves them all, 
His praiſes for to ſound. 


O let us, then, record his name, 
Who hath ſuch wonders wrought ; 

Redeeming thoſe that were his toes, 
And ſold themſelves for nought. 


_ HYMN L. 


On the Stone that had Seven Eyes upon it. 


Zech. in. g. 
EHOLD! and ſee, what Joſhua did · 


He ſaw the wond'rous ſtone, 


Which God hath made the churches head, 


And built his ſpouſe upon. 


The eyes that look upon this ſtone, 
In number ſeven be; 
There's none can look on this alone. 8 
Here multitude is free. 


The Father's eye is placed here, 
He looks complacently ; 

And ev'ry one upon this ſtone, 

| Is beauty in his eye. 
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The Holy Ghoſt doth alſo look, 
He looks with joy and love ; 
At Chrift's requeſt he gives us reſt, 

Deſcending like a dove. 


The holy angels never were 
Obnoxious to God's ire; 

Vet ſtill they view this ſtone moſt true, 
And he is their deſire. 


The devils look, and looking, fear; 
This ſtone ſhall be their judge; 

Becauſe in him they have no ſhare, 

Againſt him they do grudge. 


The world that lies in vanity, 
Look on him with diſdain ; 

But he will make their joints to ſhake, 
When he appears again 


The ſaints below do look by faith, 
They ſeldom can get more ; 

The faints above know what he faith, 
O let us look, therefore. 
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HYMN LI. 
On the IWell of Living Water. John iv. 


13; 14. 


HE waters that are here below, 
Can never ſatisfy ; 
Altho' they do in plenty flow, 
Thoſe rivers ſoon grow dry. 


In meat, and drink, and clothing too, 
There is a vanity ; 
Fine houſes, riches, and rich friends, 


Are ſubject ſtill to die. 


But living waters run above, 
No creature can them buy ; 

The price 1s much too great for ſuch, 
As do in bondage lie. 


As none can buy thoſe waters, ſo, 
There's none that can them make ; 

| Where'er they run, tis Chrift alone 

Works for his own name's ſake. 


Theſe waters, they will ſatisfy 
The ſoul, that noble part; 
O let us to theſe ſtreams draw nigh, 


For they'll retreſh the heart. 
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We travel in a wilderneſs, 


Where ſprings are hard to find; 
Then let us to this fountain go, 
To waſh our guilty mind. 


When we by pray'r ſpeak unto God, 
And meditation ſweet, 

Theſe ſtreams of grace do waſh our face, 
With boldneſs him to meet. 


Theſe bleſſed waters ſanctify 
Our hearing, and our talk; 
They waſh the tongue, the ear, the eye, 
And help the feet to walk. 


8 III. 
On the Kingdom of our Lord Jeſus Chrift. 
UR Jeſus ſhall exalted be, 


The time is coming on 
When all the ſaints their King ſhall ſee, 
On his appointed throne. 


When God created man at firſt, 
He gave him kingly ſway ; 

But he for fin was quickly curs'd, 
And loſt it in one day. 


82 THE BEST MIRTH ; OR, 


What the firſt Adam once did loſe, LAST 


When he by ſin grew poor; 
To all that God, in Chrif, did chooſe, 
The ſecond ſhall reſtore. 


He loſt a pleaſant paradiſe, 

Where all things did agree; 
But Jeſus ſhall reſtore it all, 

To thoſe that he ſets free. 


The firſt man's joy was quickly gone, 
As doth to us appear; 


But when our Jeſus takes the throne, | 


He reigns a thouſand years. 


The wicked ſhall their ſervants be, 
To run at their command ; 

But they ſhall live their Lord to ſee, 
And in his courts to ſtand. Cn 


Then let us ſing to this oreat King, 
And pray, Thy kingdom come ; 
Beat down thy foes that do oppoſe, 
And make thy choſen room. 


Then all the ſaints ſhall ſing his praiſe, 
Tho' now they ſow in tears; 
They ſhall enjoy moſt happy days 
Throughout the thouſand years. 
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HYMN III. 


On the bleſſed State f a converted Soul. 
From John iv. 28, 29. 


HE ſoul that ſees. the worth of Chrif, 
Will ſay, Come ſee a man, 
I ho told me all from Adam 8 7 
Jever did, or can, 


When Jeſus Clrif to ſouls appears, 
He draws them from thoſe ways, 
Wherein they found a pleaſant ſound, 

In their unthoughtful days. 


The ſoul is raviſh'd with his love, 
And ſtill for love it cries, 
My Jeſus he 1s all to me, 
The faireſt in mine eyes. 


Deceitful world and carnal friends, 
Falſe worſhip, and falſe fame, 
Begone from me, for now I ſee 
A more enduring name. 
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One day within my Saviour's houſe, 
Is more than ten before ; 
The joy is ſweet which with me meets, 
When I come to his door. 


It is a pleaſant thing, to hear 

My ſin is done away; 

My ſoul ſecure, and I made ſure, 
Until the judgment: day. 


And then I ſhall abſolved be, 
By my Almighty King, 
With the conſent of all the Three, 
To whom my ſoul ſhall ling. 


Before the angels, and the ſaints, 
My pardon ſhall be ſeal'd ; 
And God's decree 'twixt Clr if and me, 
Shall fully be reveal d. 
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HYMN LIV. 


Being another Hymn on the Latter Day 
__ Gly. 


HAT of the night? what of the 
night? 

Some to the watchmen cry ; 

The anſwer is, It is twilight, 


The ſun-riſe by and by. 


The day of Chrift begins to break, 
The morning-ſtar appears, 

Great Babel ſhall have a downfall, 
And ſaints ſhall loſe their fears. 


Jeruſalen hath drank the cup 
Of poverty and pain, 

But now our King will lift it up 
To Babylon again. 


The wicked they have had their day 
Of rule and tyranny, 
But now the ſaints ſhall bear the ſway, 
And finners hearts ſhall die. 
I 
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The ſaint ſhall praiſe their king divers, 


For ſaving them from wrong; 
And when they come from Egypt home, 
No dog ſhall move his — 


Ye are the bleſſed of the Lord, 
All men to them ſhall ſay, 
Tho' they have borne the wicked's ſcorn; 
They ſhall be crown'd this day. 7 


For aſhes they ſhall beauty have, 
For ſadneſs joy ſhall come, 
Their grievous doubts ſhall diſappear, 
And love ſhall take their room. 


Then let us wait our Land to ſee N 
Upon King David's throne, 
We ſhall do well, when ſin and hell, 
And Antichriſt are gone. | 
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HY MAY. LV. 


A. a. 2 Oe I 


IKE as the EY that looks fo green, 
But quickly dies away, | 
So are the ſons of mortal men _ LEY 
In their corrupted clay. 5 


3 * . 


One day their dwelling-place 3 is 8 
They flouriſh where they grow, 
Another day they are cut down, 
And laid. in duſt below. 


And though this i is the certain doom 
Of all they leave behind, 

Yet few of thoſe that take their room, 
Will keep this thing in mind. 


Death brings the firſt-born to the duſt, 
Thoſe darlings of our eyes; 
And after that the younger muſt 
Be made a ſacrifice. 
I 2 
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But how comes Death to reign as king ? 


The firſt man brought it in, 
The ſecond takes away its ſting 
From all that die in him. 


And though their dark ſepulchres be 


Faſt ſealed where they lie, 
When Jeſus comes to take them home, 
Their graves ſhall open fly. 


If we be reconcil'd by blood, 
Ihen all things ſhall go well, 
If not, we now receive our good, 


For after death comes hell. 


Death has no ſting in them that die 
In Chriſt, that lovely head ; 

Their duſt in him embalmed lie, 

Till they riſe from the dead. 
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HYMN LVI. 


At the Lord's Supper. 


EJOICE, rejoice, ye children all, 
The Lamb that once was ſlain, 
And with the dead was numbered, 

ls now alive again. 


The wounds that juſtice made in him, 
As wounds cannot appear, 

But yet the marks of them he'll bring, 
His choſen ones to cheer. | 


He can't forget the ancient love 
That to his ſpouſe he bore ; 

She may forget, but he is yet 
The ſame for evermore. 


Sing praiſes to this Holy One, 
| Whom angels do deſire: 
For this is he who ſet us free, 
When we ſtuck faſt in mire. 
7 SY 
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This is that Zeſus, whom our ſouls 
Shall praiſe when time 1s gone ; 

He longs to ſee his body free, 
And all his ſaints brought home. 


Twill add completeneſs to his days, 
To ſee his ſeed brought in; 
And in his ſight to ſing his praiſe, 
* ſaving t them from fin, 


The ſaints muſt all awake am —_ --: 
When their ſweet bridegroom come; 
They are the children of a King, 
None of them ſhall be dumb. 


With glory they ſhall all be fll'd, 

No want ſhall them ſurprize; 
Their mighty head, who once was dead, 
Shall always fill their eyes. 
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- HYMN LVII. 


On the new Song of Evangelical Dofirine and 
Diſcipline,. maintained in the reformed. State 
of by Church, , * | 


From Rev. , 2, "WER 


Tut Lamb doch on 1 * and. 
With thofe that ſealed were; . 
Who now go forth in public bands, 
nd ferve him free from fear. 


They are a choſen company, 
In whom he takes —_—- 
With them he'll dwell in ſpight of hell 
And in proud Babel 8 OE: 


As they run to and fro' to end 
The knowledge of his will; 

He doth reveal to them his mind, 
Their ſouls with peace to fill. 


His mind, I ſay, his goſpel- mind, 
Which others can't receive; 
Who by juſt judgment are made blind, 

And all to idols cleave. 
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Thoſe harpers make a pleaſant noiſe, 
Tho' underſtood by few; 

It differs from the former voice, 
And, therefore, called ae: 


The ſaints do long to hear this ſong, 
It makes them dainty cheer ; 

Redemfition-love doth ſweetly move, 
On the redeemed's ear. 


In lofty praiſes we will ſing 
To our Redeemer's grace; 

Who doth prepare our hearts to bear 
His mark upon our face. 


And as thou haſt, O Lord, begun, 
On Antichrift to frown ; 

Go on to ſmite that Cauaanite, 
Until he be cut down. 
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HYMN LVIII. 


On the Cry of the Angel, to him that ; ſat on 
| the Cloud. 


| From Rev. XIV. 13. 


Ahr, 0 Lord, deſtroy thy toes, 
Take pity on thine own; * 
Let ſuch as = thy name oppoſe, 
Thereby be trodden down. 


O ſing, ye faints, your King will come, 
He can't forget the tears 


Which you do fpill ; and therefore, will 
Remove your grievous fears. 


He is the Lord's anointed one, 
I] be captain of his hoſt ; 
He'll quickly ſtand with ſword in hand, 
To ſilence thoſe that boaſt. 


The angels, whom our Lord employs, 
Begin to ſay, How long? 


Holy and true, wilt thou not 7 
Thy right to puniſh wrong ! 
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Lhe harveſt of the earth is ripe, 
Thruft in thy fickle then ; . 

Take up thy faints, thy glory wipe 
From all the filth of men. 


Thou art the higheſt, thou malt reign, | 
No ſtrength can thee prevent; 

Upon thy throne thou ſhalt remain, 
Thou art omnipotent. 


Thy love, ſo free, adored be, 
Thy wiſdom we admire ; 8 

Thy kingdom come, thy will be dons; 
This 1s our ſoul's deſire. | 


We praiſe thee. now, but then, we ſhall 
In praiſes more abound ; . 

We long to ſee proud Babel fall, 
And faint Poſſeſs her ground. 
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HYMN LIX. 
On ome of the ſweet Names of. Jes Clri ip. 5 


PHY name 1s like the ointment ſweet, . 
It makes the virgins love; 

Thy fragrant ſmell doth pleaſe them well, 7 
And cauſe their ſouls to move. 


When {in appears with damning looks, 
And juſtice doth menace ; + 

The name of FESUS: blots thoſe books, 
And leads the ſoul to grace. . .. 


When we like parched ground do lie, 
Without one drop of rain; 

Thy name, O Chrift, doth us ſupply, 
And makes us green again. 


And if we wander from the fold, 
And thereby loſe our way ; 
Thou art a ſhepherd, we are told, 
To ſeek the lambs that ſtray. 


When darkneſs dreadful things doth tell, 
And we no union ſee; | 
Thy name is then Emanuel, 


And God with ſuch as we. 


* 


4 And i in 
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Sometimes our luſts unruly prove, 
And claim a lordſhip here; 


But then thou art the Lord above, 


To rule us in thy fear. 


8 And if thy covenant remain 


Hid from our preſent ſight; 


Thou art the meſſenger again, 


To bring it unto light. 


Then let thy name for ever be, 


More Jo ev'ry-day ; 
beauty let us bee 
Our blackneſs done WO” 


THE END. 


C. rao þ pegs; nents 
Dean Street, Fetter "Wy Londan.. | 
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